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The Palms 


(7th April 2014 


The Palms, 
Las Vegas 


"Twelve years, Junior. It's been twelve years." 


Standing at the food table, | smile to myself. Dave stands behind me and, if | close my eyes, | can see his 
stance; hands shoved in his pockets, head down, and his shoulders slumped. He wants something and he knows 


he's not likely to get it. 


"I know," | softly reply as | pile my plate with meat and salad. It's been an exhausting night of playing and you 
better believe that I'm ready to eat. Tonight we played a sold out show to five thousand hungry metal fans. 
From what | can gather, they came from around the world to see us play in the world famous Las Vegas. l'm 
sure some of them were riding the rail down at the front. 


"Will you?" he asks. "Just for one night?" 


Turning, | give Dave a smile. | would reach out and touch him but our relationship shifted several years ago. 
Once we were lovers. Now l'm just an employee, a regular Joe who earns a regular paycheck from the 


business known as Megadeth. 

My smile stays in place as | reply, "No." 

Those eyes widen and the lower lip juts out a little. "Junior. 

With my smile still in place, | walk away. For eight years, | was nothing to him so he's become nothing to me. 
Do | miss what we had? Of course | do. For nearly twenty years we weren't just bandmates. We were lovers. 


We shared our lives and homes. We argued and fucked. We were broke and rich. We did everything together. 


Then he broke up the band and kicked me to curb. He claims it was because of an injury. But | know better. He 


wasn't in hospital with an injury. He was in rehab. Again. So | walked and never looked back. 


Well, not until Dave came crawling back. 


Finishing up, | collect the rest of my belongings. Everything else is being broken down now and all | have to do 
is pick up my bags and go. I've got a suite over at the MGM Grand and, as much as | love the other guys, I'd 
like a night to myself. A night to ponder on everything. 


"Junior." 


Sighing, | slump before looking over my shoulder. Dave's behind me and he quietly closes the door. | watch as 


he locks it. 


"Junior," he speaks in that soft, whining voice I've heard him use a million times before and | know l'm not going 
to get out of here until he gets what he wants. 


Truth be told, | kind of want it. Yes, I've pushed him away. Yes, I've kicked him around. Part of it was me acting 
out at how he treated me. Why should | just allow him to push me around and treat me like shit? So | did the 


same. But, deep down, | do love him. I've always loved him. 


Dropping my bag back to the floor, | turn and look at him. Dave looks like a kid who's been kicked around. And 
he has, by me. He wants forgiveness and closure. He wants the future to be bright and happy instead of me 
just clocking in, doing what | do, and then walking out of the door like any regular employee. 


He ambles past me and drops to the couch. His head is still down, hair hanging in front of his eyes. l'm going to 


give in. Not because | have to but because | can. 


| slide myself into Dave's lap, grinning as his head snaps up. Well over a decade later and he still feels the 
same. his thighs are strong and his knees lift to press into my ass. Suddenly | feel eighteen again, horny and 
ready to fall in love. Brushing the hair from Dave's face, | lean in and savour our first kiss in many, many 
years. Beneath me, Dave gasps and his hands clamp to my hips. That single kiss is enough to make my cock 


twitch and the electricity that was once present between us once more begins to flicker. 
| lean in for another kiss, this one deeper and far more hungry. "Dave." 


Again, he groans and his hands slide up my back. He pulls me close, his hips rising to give me a taste of his 
erection. It wasn't until a few months ago that | realise | need Dave like | need air to breathe. And now | realise 


that he also needs the same from me. 


For a few moments, we sit on the couch and make out like teenagers. Our dicks throb in our jeans and our 
voices, as soft as the breeze, whisper around us with gasps and moans and gentle calls of names. Our hands 
roam, Dave's tickling beneath my shirt and mine tangling in those waves of luscious red hair. I'd forgotten how 
it felt. Forgotten about how thick it is. For so long I'd been fascinated with how it had tumbled and curled over 
his shoulders, framing his face with sunset hues. We may have aged yet, beneath it all, | still see the young 
man | first met. The one who snarled and screamed by day yet, at night, became a child with a need to be 


loved and cared for. 


Sliding back, | quickly unzip Dave and reach in to release his cock He groans and falls back against the couch, 
his eyes closed and lips parted. Slowly | masturbate him as | once more become used to the feel of his dick. 


Dave groans, his hips rolling up again. 
"David..." 


| smile and kiss him, my own desires rolling through me. Standing, | push my jeans my jeans down and kick them 
away before going through my bag. There's a tube of hand cream in there and, while it's not perfect, it'll do 
the job for now. With quick, fluid movements, | prepare myself and then Dave. He moans and sinks further into 
the couch, his cock twitching against my palm and silky smooth pre-come trickling down my fingers. 


‘Open your eyes," | softly command. 


When he does, | lean down and lick my fingers clean before tending to the head of his dick Dave stuffs his 
knuckles in his mouth, cheeks turning red as he stops himself from screaming. We don't want anyone to hear 
us. Don't want anyone banging on the door. We managed to keep our relationship a secret for the previous 
twenty years and now is not the time to reveal to the world that we're banging one another. 


| can't wait to feel him inside of me. It's been a long time and, over the years, I've denied myself the pleasure 


on more than one occasion. Sure, they've come banging at my door and I've allowed some of them to come in. 


But those who have are few and far between. 


| step forward and Dave reaches for me. His eyes are soft and warm, a twinkle of a smile on his lips. 


"You called me David," | quietly say. 
“That's your name, right?" 
| smile. "| haven't heard you use that name in nearly twenty years. It sounds so alien coming from you." 


Dave draws me closer and | willingly go back to his lap. I've always loved sitting here. It makes me feel both 


vulnerable and secure. Sliding my hands into his hair, | draw him in for a kiss. 

"Make love to me," | murmur. "I've waited so long for this moment." 

Dave wraps an arm around my shoulders and pulls me forward. Carefully he guides himself to my entrance 
and, closing my eyes, | slowly lower myself on to him. A quiet hiss passes my lips and my head rolls back as | 
delight in the sensation of being stretched. Hanging on to him, | pause for a moment before | begin to rise and 
fall. Just as so many years before, his cock slides easily in and out of me, filling me and Touching those spots 
that make me tremble. 

Riding Dave's dick, | feel like I've finally found my way home. His large, calloused hand wraps around me, 
stroking me in time to our movements. It's hurried and quick and, all too soon, my orgasm snaps through me. 
Dave presses his hand over my mouth as | throw back my head and howl his name. All that comes out is a 
muffled sound. Seconds later and Dave joins me as my body grips his dick and milks him for everything he has. 
He grunts my name, my given name, before falling back against the couch. His hands rest limply at my hips. 
Finally he speaks, "So does this mean you've forgiven me?" 

| can't help myself and give him another long, delicious kiss. "I forgave you a long time ago." 

There's another pause and Dave gently strokes my body, his hands crawling beneath my shirt to find my skin 
"Where you stayin’ tonight?" 

"Over at the MGM Grand," | reply. | pause and smile. "Gonna join me?" 


Dave pops an eye open and he slowly smiles. "Of course. I'm not gonna let you go again Not that easily.’ 


Nipping at his lips, | chuckle. "I should hope not." 


